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TUNBRIGALIA 


ON THE 
Dutcheſs f MoxnTacus 
By Mr. Buzz and. 
EE] N vain Promerheas had contriv'dthePlan, 
$ ſirong's the Force of your diffuſive Fire ! 
Had li thou been added to the heavenly Three; 
And Paris once again but to decree ; 
Vainly the Rival Goddeſſes would fue, 
The Prize in Juſtice would be due to you. 


— — 
Id 


2 Tunbrigalie. 


2444444444444444444444444 
On the Lay DALKEITR. 


FH A T Honours Man can pay, you juſtly claim, 
= flill your Modeſiy forbids our Aim, 


On the Lady Hol DAN IS4 


| owe ſtrives which al your Perfonage expreſs, 
Brave KE Ofizgging or great Huldermeſs : 

Superiour Graces ſtrike the padive Eye, 

And abſolutely ru'e in blajeſty: 

Young Daygenſel, whoſe Virtues are innate, 

Needs not improve, nor can degenerate, 


Ou — Sc—-T. 
= far unequal to the great Deſign, 


- Yet, Jabelz, ſhall the Task be mine, 
To follow Nature thro? thy lovely Frame, 


© Compor'd ot purpoſe for the Theme of Fame 


The more we gaze, we find on every View, 
From ev'ry Look flows ſome ſurprizing Grace, 
And AﬀeRation here can find no Place; 
ü | In perfect Harmony unite no lefs, 

| Your Shape, your Mien, and Manner of Addreſs. 
Each ruling with fuch captivating Eaſe, 
As Nature had refolv'd ber Work ſhould pleaſe. 
Againſt Detraction Conduct your Defence, 
Is ſeen in bluſhing Modeſty and Senſe : 
So well bred, courteous, and diſcreetly free, 
You need no Help to ſpeak your Quality. 
| No wonder this, ſince Moxmouth's tender Care 
* So wiſely can inſtruct th obedient Fair. ; 
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| _ OwibeLadyCrHartortTEScorr. 
Ir place the Canval— Now Cho hans fir, 
unte Portraiture attempe to bit. 

Helles left his Vexzs but half done, 


6 7 brig 7 
Charkets's Name would make the Genius riſe, 
In juſt Proportion to the Enterprize ; 

But Nature frowns to ſee me dare aſpire, 

And baſely ſpoil what ſhe has left entire: 
Confuſion is the Lot of fuch who five 

To innovate on her Prerogative. 
Thus I'm perplex'd to trace your eaſy Way, 
And loſt in Thought, I fink, whilſt you are gay; 
Whilft in your Air, fuch Sprighelineſs there flows, 
My Colours fail, much more the Hand that draws. 


On the Lady Hincamazoos. 


= lab'ring Bee employs her buſy Hours, 


Thus would I have ſome happy, able Muſe 
In lovely Hizchinbrook a Subject chuſe. 
How inexhauſtible's the beauteous Treaſure, 
Whole Smiles command, and we obey with Pleaſure. 


In gath'ring her Sweets from choſen Flow'rs: 


* 
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On the Lady RANRLAGR. 


H O from Example wou'd Diſcretion draw, 
Let em look on, and copy Razelagh. 
To all Obliging, fo fincerely Juſt, 


On the Lady PEZRRACIVAL. 


ILENCE were Sin, when, Percival, thy Name 
Should ſtand the Monument of laſting Fame. 

To ſpeak thy Beauty, tell thy pleaſing Air, 

With fuch Perſections as with theſe compare ; 
Words were but Wind, for they expreſs no more, 
Than what the World would fay, They knew before. 
But if by Senſe Perfection be deſim d, 
Thy Converſation ſhews a poliſh'd Mind. 


ON 


.ON THE | l 
Lady Buck and Mrs. Cons. 
ing Buck, yet awful is thine Air, | 

At once invites, and dooms us to Deſpair, | 
| Tho” pleaſing, yet forbiddingly ſevere! 
| So Craifh, by her Smiles and winning Tongue, © | 
Tempts us to love in vain, and be undove. 
Thrice happy Wells! where Beauty's in ſuch ſtore! | 
When could ſt thou boaſt an Hirfmanden, a Mar, 5 : 
A Barret, Lyndſey, Searle, and Thouſands more? | 
Subjects like theſe, when Mortals have to fing, 
Invite the Muſes to exchange their Spring. 
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. On Mrs. LETBULIER. 


—_ how triumphantly her Beauty blooms, 
Commanding Sacrifice by Hecatombs ; 
Next view the happy Pledbe of youthful Years, 
Which in ſuch confcious Modeſty appears. 
" "The Roſy Bluſhes peep, and then retire, 

Then come again, and tender Love inſpire. 
Who, when the dances, can her Movement fee, 
But feels his Heart beat Time by Sympathy? 
Beauty to her is not deriv'd from Chance, 

But ſeems convey'd by juſt Inheritance. 


* 
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E AR and affiſt me, all ye powerful Nine, 
AGR me on a Subject fo divine, 
Help me to touch the trembling, conſcious Lyre, 
And P—— Fs Beauty give the genial Fire; 


H 


But endleſs Work——For Something ſtill behind 
Starts freſh Ideas to engage the Mind. 


Thro? Clouds — Ws 
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By Mr. 84 r. 


reſtecting ow the Ladies at 

Tunbridge-Wells. 
Scriblers vile who think ill Nature 
With little Wit will form a Satyr, 
— — 0 
Reſolwd to blacken all that's white: 
But *cauſe (che Owk) ye can't well bear 
The radiant Sun's, or Beauty's, Glare, 
Where cer ye venture out too ſoon, = 
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Vn candid Eyes bright Pethill's Face 
| Survey, and ev'ry Feature trace; 

Then you'll confeſs her pow'rful Charms 
Their Spleen to all her Sex difarms : 
Ev'n antiquated Maids declare, 
PotkilPs intolerably fair. 


Who can fam'd Lyaudſcy's Beauties hit, 
Or ſafely liſten to her Wit, 

And not be mov'd by foft Deſires, 
And vainly burn with lawleſs Fires ? 


How dangerous 'tis to approach too near 
The fatal Charms of Lethulier ! 
Or gaze too long on Barrels Eyes, 
Unleſs you'd fall a Sacrifice ! 


Who &. Jala views, fhall ne er retrieve 
His Liberty without her Leave; 
And he for ever muſt adore, 


— 
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Fane firikes from far the wiſhing Eye, 


"Exch Nymph, with ſome peculiar Charm, = 
The coldeſt Boſom can alarm ; | 

Nor is it ſaſe, until ye fly, 

Inferior Beauties to defy. 


In vain who writes in Satyrs keen, 
| On Pierſon vents his cancred Spleen,” 
And Fox like fwears the Grapes are four, 
Which out of reach he can't devour. 
While he who fings in Beauty's Praiſe, 
With Pleaſure in good-natur'd Lays, 
Her Advocate ſhe ſhall proclaim, 
And give his Verſe (ie mean) a deathlefs Name. | 
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The THIXII NTAurERHA 
By an» Unknown Hand. 


REE Nymphs I fing, of Human Race, 
Deſerving Homer's Pen, 


Worthy all of Jove's Embrace, 
Too Good for mortal Men. 


L 

lan with an Olive Skin 
Tempers the Luſtre of her Eyes, 

So Clouds o'ercaſt the radiant Skies. 


Her Temper mild, as Weſtern Winds 
That breathe the Odours of the Spring: 

Her Conduct fuch, that Envy finds 
No unguarded Place to ſtrike her Sting. 


T anbregalea. = 16 


The ſnaky Fiend, to blame ber Taſte, 

| Has at moſt but one Pretence, 
| Tho? that a Handle gives, athaft, 

To bew Ten Thoufand Ads of Senſe. 


II. 
As tawny Egype once could boaſt, 

A Queen fo heavenly Fair, ; 
Tho ſhe the Earth's wide Empire coſt, 
Was yet not thought too dear. 


So tempting Flavia is the Pride 

— Of fwanhy Tagus Shore; 

For her, I'd Authony out-bid, 
And give a Planet more. 


In naked Charms her Soul appears, 
Undrefs'd of all Diſguiſe, 
| Heav'nopens in her Eyes. 


The AnsWer ito the THIEI 


NyMPHS. 


HEN Painters skilF'd, a Face would draw, 
They chooſe the lovelieſt Side, 

And if Dame Nature "as made a Flaw, 
With Art the Blemiſh hide. 


So Poets, whenſoe er they write 
In Panegyrick Style, 

Shou'd ſet their Objects in a Light, 
Wou'd recommend their Toil. 


And now with ill ndg'd aukward Starts, 
To celebrate their Eyes, 
With Olive's dark Diſguiſe. 

C 
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In thickeſt Clouds deſpite, 
As Diamonds exquiſitely fine 
Are ſaid to do in th' Night. 


Fair Flavia, without wandring far 
As Tawny Egypr's Coaſt, 
With Britiſh Beauties may compare, 
Yet reign the Fav'rite Toalt. 


| AsClepara Fair, 
Would ſcorn t inſult a gen'rous Slave, 
Or coſt his Love too dear. 


* Whene'er ſhe deigns to dance ; 
Her Voice the raviſh'd Ear alarms, 
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But more it can't, for if twas Death 
To hear her, or to ſee, 


She'd flo d long fince her Poet's Breath, 
And made an end of me. 


On Mrs. PL by 


Ys Re 
Wild as Buck, or Midnight Fairy, Fi 

Blooming like Roſe, and bright as Lilly, 

So pretty is, and yer ſo filly ; 


To Death I fret me at her Folly, 
Yet mare than Liel love my P——lh, 


Bluſhing ke Roſe, as Lilly fair, 

Good Humour ſmiling in her Eyes, 

Appears fo lovely, and fo wiſe, 

C3 That 
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That her Mind has Thouſand Charms. 
But Oh ! the Heaven in Leys Arms! 


int to bes 
e of ir Bee 
| bis c Amour 


The Scribler's Curſe, 
Or if thare's worſe, 
May't fall, O Tanbridge ! ont thee; = 
Thy Helicon, 
Ha fpurr'd me on, 


Blne-ey'd 'Lucr 


To the Tune of, Black-cy'd Sus Ax. 


L 

O more let Ss Eyes, tho” black, 
Their kiling Luſtre vainly boaſt, 

While blue-ey'd Iq they attack, 

Deny they ſhine, their Power 's loſt. 

E 19 bike Lightning darted thro” the Sky, 

A Force a bright Way, and all their Charms defy. 


o-> 


U. 
No Heart, tho” guarded ne'er fo well, 
But muſt their Killed Influence feel, 
The Pains they give what Tongue can tell, 
Or cure, unleſs ſhe'll deign to heal ! 


T mnbrigalia. 


In ber alone the wond'rous Magick lies, | 
| To kill or fave, with her blue charming Eyes. 
s | | m 
ö Were I at Liberty to choole, 
- And ſhe my Choice wou'd once approve, 


'To gain her; Empires Id refuſe, 
Bleſt in a Cottage with my Love. 

But oh; too late I figh for Lucy's Charms, 

Deflin'd already to another's Arms. 
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OzueLapry. By Dr. Bc. 
HE Gods being met the other Day, 


T 

in a — grew wondrous gay; 
Juve laid his Thunderbolts afide, 
With all his Majeſty and Pride, 
And fivore by all his Pow'r and Might, 
They'd have a jovial merry Night. 
But whence could all this Frolick come ? 
| Juno, it ſeems, was gone from Home. 
Viſit and drink, bke us below. 


Bucehus prepar'd « fwelling Bowl, 
' Truc Emblem of his mighty Soul. = 
It fuited well their Godſhips Taſte; 
Jove drank a Bumper to the Beſt, 


* And fearch'd his Forchead for a Swelling ; 


T mnbrigalia. 27 
And wink'd at Afars, as tho* he'd fay, 


Remember Venus other Day; | 
Vulcan knew well their Double-Dealing, 


However, not to ſpoil the Joke, 
Thus to Mars he ſlyty ſpoke. 


Pray Friend, next Journey doa't forget, 
TY Adventure of the fron Net. 

This made their Godſhips hugh like Thunder, 
And the great God of War knock d under. 


But, to be ſhort, their brimming Glaſſes 

Went und like ours, when crown'd with Laſſes. 

Until they drank to ſuch a Seaſon, 

When Paſſion is too firong for Reaſon ; 

Then das agreed by all in common, 

No real Mirth without a Woman. 

But whom to have was now the Strife, 

Jene was for any but his Wiſe, 

And N vow'd he could not hear, 

Ev's the Sight of Vn there. 
5p 8 


28 T mbrigalia. 
So 'rwas agreed, to crown their Mirth, 
They d have a Female here from Exh, 
Hermes was ſent, as ſwiſt as Wind, 

To bring the fineſt he could find ; 
And who but Mira could be fit 
At Jupiters Right-hand to fit, 
As Queen of Beauty and of Wit? 
Her then he ſeiz'd, unwilling Fair, 
And wing'd it fwiftly ihre the Air, 
Her Hoop being very uſeſul there. 


At length arriving with his Prize, 
(Tco bright indeed for mortal Eyes.) 
The Gods ſtood mute, and thought they'd ſeen 
No Object but the Cypriaz Queen ; 
And Vukaz bluntly ſwore by's Life, 
He took the mortal for his Wiſe. 
The Nymph, I readily dare fay, 
Was full as much furpriz'd as they; 
But being ſeated here a while, 
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l he'd cure, or quench his Flame. 
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And 
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FlozinDa, or, Mrs. 2 H—n. 


— charming, ſweet and fair, 
. Adomn'd with every Grace; 


Theſe are Perſections not fo rare, 
Familiar to her Race. 


The Wonder is that winning Air . 
Peculiar to the Maid: 

"That matchleſ Something ſeated there, 
Which baffles all our Aid. 


"Tis innocent, yet can enſaare ; 

Unprafiis'd, yet ha, 
It knows to conquer without Care, 
And to command with Smiles. 


Ou BELINDA 


ELIND A's bowly, fat, and fair, 
B Adorn'd with Collops greaſy, 
Theſe are Perſefiions not fo rare, 

Among the plump and eaſy. 


The Wonder is, that winning Waddle, 
Peculiar to the Whale - 

That matchleſs Something like a Straddle, 
That Jet of her vaſt Tail. 


* 
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T mubrigalia. 
She's innocent in giving Pain, 
Unprattic'd in ſoſt Wiles, 


And yet knows how to eale a Swain, 
With other Dummer s Smiles. 


Her Bum's ſo hugely large, you'd fwear 
"T were ſoft like Mud or Ouſe ; 

But yet ſo very hard, that there 
The Fleas are crack d by Spouſe. 


oy 
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oN THE 
TUNBRIDGE Porgrs. 


rr mans | 
One of the Grabſtcetarian Mule, | 
To celebrate his Dames and M ifters, 
And tell em from what fad Diſaſters 
He by his Vigilance defends em, 
And that his Wiſhes beſt attend em; 
For which he hopes they'll think upon him, 
And ſhow'r their gen'rous Bounty on him. 
So here, for ſome ſuch mighty Reaſon, 
Poor Poets ſcribble every Seaſon ; 

And deify ſome Nymph or Lady, | ® 
lu hopes one Day to touch the Ready 


— — — — —— - 


The Source, from whence their Praiſe commences. 


At leaſt, what makes em aim at Wit 


For that's, whatever the Pretence is, 


3s 


Thence tis Florinda 's blooming ſweet, 

Adorn d with every Grace compleat ; 

While S——#/'s bright Charms neglected are, 
To fing Perſections not fo rare. 


To that the Widow owes her Lovers, 
Who in fach Flocks about her hover, 
That makes her bright as Venus fair, . 
Gives her fine Wit, a winning Air, 

For Reaſons ftoP'n from lovelier Faces. 

Fer want of that, fair Celia's Eyes, 
Tho' brighter than the Morning Skies, 
Unſung remain, "tis wondrous Pity ; 

She wants what makes theſe Dabblers witty. 


'y% 


Soofr, who re juſt as often bit. 


S 
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I'S hers, and maſt be fo, whate'er 
== nor was the Raffile fair: 
For fince tis ound the Myrtle Grove 
Is facred to the Queen of Lore, 
Who's fo profane, fo unpolite, 
To rob Gratiaza of her Right ? 
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Dr. D— t PARXZOTRIcX. 


. 
Her Air engaging ! her bright Virtue take; 
She excells the reſt, admir'd by all, 
Reſerv'd, yet lives! nor will a Vidiim fall 
To every FooPs glaring Eye or Look; 
The Muſe, who fings the Praiſes of the Fair, 
Was not inſpir d to neglect th happy Pair 
Of the bright Montagne and Hic hin: ook - 
He's blind, like Hamer, who miſtook 

In Tuxbridge N alls the Nuſtrious View 
Of their fine Charms, in Perſection true: 
Like Goddeſſes, of whom the Poets ſing 
The Lineaments of Life, and every Thing 


38 Tunbrigalia. 
That's great and beautiful in Air and Form, 
As if, like Deities, they were not born 
Of Human Race, the Parts are fo compleat, 
They ſhine in ev'ry Light, like Souls infpir'd, great; 
So amiable they may be ador's, 

Your Fire Celeſtial, O Gods, implor'd, 

To raiſe my Thoughts above the vulgar Strain, 
Nor muſt my Genius wax, like Moon, in Wain. 
While I fuch noble Objects have in view, 
To other leſſer Beauties bid Adieu. 
How ſoſt and charming are thy Words of Senſe ! 
In ev'ry Turn of happy Thought diſpenſe, 
O thou divine Moxtague, moſt polite 

Thy winning Air of pleaſing Wit ſo bright. 
How poor the Poet's Vein, and leſs his Fire, 
Who in Heroic Verſe could not aſpire 
To celebrate the faireſt 7 
Ol ber Sex ; ſhe's Ornament to all; 
In her ſoft Air of modeſt Wit and Senſe 
She's Great, and Goodneſs is her Excellence; 
Nature's Perſection to the Life you fee © 


A indy Image of Divinity. 
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T anbrig alia. 
Adern d with all the Beauties of the Wind, 
Par —— + in "ſemblance, Siſter-like, you'll find. 
Nor would I filent be of Caſtlemain, 
Her Virtue well adorns the noble Train ; 
Her divine Goodneſs ſhines in Charity, 
In eminent degree like Quality. 
Nar ſhould fuch pious Acts obſcurely lie, 
Which well deſerve the Praiſe of Poetry. 
And will in Happineſs, like Angels move. 
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ON THE 


Author of the foregoing Verſes; 


W 


HAT Fiend this Plagre to Earth has ſent, 
That Fus is reviv'd in D —— 2 


On 


THE dan that has no Hands indi, 

_ With's aukward Feet may ſometimes write; 
But he that neither Hands, nor Feet has, ; 
Is in a Caſe, of all moſt piteous. 
What can he do, Hein, 
But live a fad, dull, heavy Lump ? 
So Panegyrick tagg d with Rhime,” 
The want of Senſe may hide with Chime. 
But if the Poet with his Muſe, 
Can neither Rhime, nor Senſe protluce, 
And yet his Jingles loves to vent, 
Wat can he be but impu dent? 
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As in Dulnefs profound he beſtows on the Ladies; 
His Fate is decreed, and beyond all redeeming, 

He's doom d to be damn d for moſt auk ward blaſpheming. 


On the ſame. By a Gentleman. 


1 
As is the Reverend Dy. D——<; 
All that he fays is very well meant, 

For he ſtrives to g. ve the Belles Content 

F 


My Lox Þ to the Docrox, 
A ErPiSTLE. 


—— — | 
"Gainſt which, in vain Ilong ba' ſtrove : \ 
Th" Exploits are many I dare do, 
(No Lover more) to ſhew I'm true, | 
Or, if need were— cou'd break a Launce :— 
But ab! my cruel, angry Gili, 

At ev'ry Turn, bids me go while —— 

As ſure's your Worſhip is not mad, 

| She cares not, ibo the King did know it, | 
| She'll marry no Man, but a Poet: 
She puts me ſure in mortal Pain, | 


The Moon——ſhe crye——the Moon's in Wain, 


T unbrigalia. 43 
She treats the Gods confounded bold, == 

And then ———affrms, that Fire is cold 

But now I find theſe high-flown Strokes, 
Did mean ſome very handſome Folks ;——— 
| And foon perceive that all this while, 
She ranted in your Worſhip's Style; 
Who having loftier Thoughts in view, 
To ſneaking Beauties, bid Adieu. 
| But now, Sir, —— by your Worſhip's Leave, 
Toe Hopes that I fhallall revvieve; 

Your Rhime, you know's not deadly fine, 
Now wou'd you let it paſs for mine ; 

Then I get Grizle———and you fave 

| The dull Repute your Verſes have. ” 


SATYR ea SATYR. 


———— who impudently laſh 
The Doctor, with fuck poor and 

trifling Traſk 
For good and bad are all receiv'd alike | 
By gave , which at the Poets flrike, 


To 


- - 
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_ TT" abuſe the Ladies without Wit or Reaſon, 


"DT ambrigalia. 45 
To damn their Genius to the Pit of Hell, 
Becauſe Divine, no Wit or Senſe is well; 
For ſhame forbear your lying Satyr's Strain, 
You're better sid to throw a lucky Main; 
You're fair in Burleſque Rhimes to pleaſe the Nymphs, 
But rhime and dance about, like antick Imps, 

The Doctor for Poetick Vein, admire, 
He cannot write profane to your Deſire; 
His Character ſhines bright, his Parts are ſeen, 
And the mad Knight-Errant had better been 
Shut up in Bedlam, than his Pranks diſplay, 
So loud and noiſy, in his aukward Way; 
Without Wit or Senſe, at every Turn he bawls, 
And up and down, like croaking Frog, he crawls ; 
< My W--ſe's Mud by theſe Poetick Tools, 

My Honour fuffers by fach empty Fools. 

Thus he's the Jeſt of all the Tunbridge Walks, 
Buffooning Wit, in Satyr never baulks 


And charters on in his mad frantick Jargon. 
But Poets, who in Panegyrick write, 
Will fill immortal live, to laſh your Spite ; 


46 Tunbrigalic. 
Your Dulneſs to chaſtize in all you ſay, 
Like Lanreats, fill fublime in ev'ry Lay; 
Their Genius runs high in lofty Strain, 
And all you write or fay, will be in vain. 
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The Trip to TUN BIID OR. 


no Man that's not of S:hiſmatical Crew, 
But when he's at Rome, will do as they do ; 
Therefore when I came hither, I propos d to take 

A Pattern from others, and not for to make 

Any Rules for my ſelf. I paid all my Fees, 

Ard when I'd done that, was wholly at Eaſe. 

I took a Purge, my Kettle to ſcower, 
And then drank the Waters at a Regular Hour. 
I began with one GlaGs, and ſoon got to five, = 
Which made me fo perfecily freſh and alive, 


T unbrigalia. 47 
That I dane'd, ſung and raffled, drank Coffee and Tes, 
And from Morning to Night was as brisk as a Bee. 
I choſe me a Miſireſs of Wit and Condition, 
To whom I preſented the following Fetitior. 
* Pray, Madam, be kind to a Heart fuil of Love, 
« As an Egg full of Meat. My Paſſon's above 
* Any Art to deſcribe. No one knows whar I feel, 
Prom the Crown of my Head, quite down to my 
Heel. 
* Your Eyes are like Suns, your Lips are like Rubies, 
And thoſe that ſay otherwiſe, area Farcel of Boobies. 
© Dear Cie, take Pity, and let me not die, 
* Never any Man loyed you better than I. 
But ſhe heard not my Prayer, and gives me no Look, 
And ſuch fort of Treatment no Mortal can brook ; 
Fm forc'd them to leave her, and to flee from the Place, 
And hope you'll bemoan my pitiful Caſe. 


And fince thoſe that go hence leave {omervher behind, 
Dropt either from Pen, or from T—--!, i've a rind 

To conform in the firit, as well as the lall, | 

And by this you will judge how the Waters have paſs d, 
Buth 
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Both upwards and downwards, as well one as Y other, 

Juſt as they've dune with my Pueticat Brother - 

But yet I muſt not, as here all the Trade is, 

Spend the whole of my Wit in commending the Ladies. 

For if I do that, what will come of the Men, 

Who furely deſerve one Stroke of my Fen? | 

And indeed for the Ladies, there's no need to praiſe em, 

A Reverend Bard having done ſo much to raiſe em. 

Oh ! when will he ſpeak in Praiſe of the Peers, 

As in thoſe of the Ladies, to charm all our Ears! 

In Tillaſen's Language, and Tallaſu s Seuſe, | 

"Too firong and too fine to need a Defence ; Rs 

He paints out the Fair in their Beauty and Wu, 

As faſt as they come for their Pictures to fir. 

And yet (who would think it 2) he's loſt all his Pains, 

And the Ladies deſpiſe the Produce of bis Brains. 

And ſince they're ungrateſul to him, they would be 
ve reaſon to fear) as ungrateſul to ze. «1 

But why fuch hard Fate ? ſuppoſe the Man's dull, 
That is not his Fauit, tis the Fault of his ul; 
His Will it was good, tho” his Flames they were cold ; 
Bu that is exculable, for he is old 
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The Man did his beſt, and would you have more? 
Beſides, it's his firſt, he ne er painted before. \ 
And tho he's not witty, remember he's Civil, 
Pray therefore don't ſeal him /orthwith to the Devil. 
Let him live, and repent : Stay and ſee, he'll refine, 
He has ſtill ſomething more in his Head and Deſign. 
The Id R——5, as Tm inform'd 
From the D—-r himſelf, has bitterly ſtorm'd, 
And calls the poor Prebend a Son of a ., 
(Sure never poor Prebend was call'd fo before.) 
A Lady that ſparkles amidſt the fine Throng. 
Whereupon he reſolves to lead her a Dance, 
And her L——p's Merit and worth to advance. 
And others are angry that they are paſs'd by, 
And not allow'd room in his Poetry ; 
Whoſe Pardon he'll beg for dropping theic Names, 
As ſoon as the Heat ſhall mix with his Flames. 
His Genius will wax lite the Men in the Wane, 
And not a Nymph of you all ſhall have room to complain; 
The ſoft Airs of your Wit, and your Senſe he'll deſcribe, 
Without the Fears of 2 Frown, or the Hopes of a Bribe; 
G And + | 
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And thoſe that ſtay longeſt, ſhall then fare the beſt, 
And if not, I do ſolemnly vow and proteſt, 
rn protect bim no more from your Scorn and your Jeſt. 
In ſhort, you'll then need no Praifes of mine, 
And Fm glad, Te ſo fair a Pretence to decline 
So awful a Service, ſo noble a Theme, 
That's too big for any one Mortal but him. 

Only B-#1 muſt praiſe, that lovely fair Creature, 
Whom Nature furniſh'd with Kxe, Shape, and Feature, 
That among all the Nymphs, both great ones and ſmall, 
She's the firſt in your View, and the firſt at your Call. 
Ln Charms are apparent, her Wit is polite, 
And as for thoſe Beauties that lie out of fight, 
Whenever you pleaſe, ſhe I expoſe em to Light. 
Her Shape, Dreſs and Air move ev'ry one's Paſſion, 
| And he that's unmov'd 's not 2 Man in the Faſhion. 


And now, Nymphs, farewel ; and watch and take 
care, 


There are thoſe that come here with a Thought to en- 
ſnare. 


Don't 


— 
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Don't believe what they ſay, they mean nothing by it, 
Which you'll find iill the truer, the oftner you try it. 


And as for you Beaux, that come hither to ſee 
The Maids and the Widows, and treat em with Tea; 
You may cen return back, like Fools as you came, 
And languiſh and pine away under a Flame, 

That's not to be quench'd———— 
And guard well your Pockets, or elſe they will be, 
By Gaming and Raffling, and Coffee and Tea, 

| Reduc'd tothe State, that your Heads were before, 
And you muſt be forc'd to run up a Score, 

And at laſt return Home, as I do, very poor. 
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A Aczosricxk. 


M arlF:ough, who, next to Fove, Great Britain ſav d, 
(o Hees Fains) which elſe had been enflav'd, 
N ow flands conſeſi d upon the glorious Place, 

7 he brighteſt Pattern to a future Race. 
A t Home, a worthleſs Herd his Prailes ſhun, 

G rudge him thoſe Lawrels he ſo bravely wen ; 

U nkindly wiſh him deſlitute of Heir, £ 

E Vn hate his Race, "cauſe exquiſitely Fair. 5 


Ws 3% 


cA Petition to C uri. 


Eleaſe me, God of Love, from am ro Cares, = 
R Als! how ill they fuit with ferious Years; 
With4raw thy Arrows, and my Chains remove ; 
Let me not ſuffer Shame, as well as Love. 
The World, an Emblem of the cruel Dame, 
Sports with my Wounds and ridicules my Flame. 
With double Juſtice I my Fate deplore, 

Oh! Capid, ſpare at laſt, and firike no more. 


Miſtaken Wretch ! the potent God replied, 
Count not Captivity thy Shame, but Pride. 
With utmoſt Gratitude my Pow'r allow, 

For I preferr'd thee, when I made thee bow. 
Had vulgar Beauty thus ſubdued thy Heart, 
Pllgwee might „„ 


O Slave, then hug thy 
Know, . 
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By P——/7's ſelf ſhe only can be fpoif'd ; 
"Tis fit the Woman now throw off the Child : 


Elſe wiſer Girls may well with Truth declare, 
She were more tolerable, if lefs fair. 


None Ly can indeed enough revere, 
Who is as witty, as the is fincere. 


A willing Captive Liberty retrieve! 

Would &. John give you cauſe to ak ſuch leave? 
Why not an Object ever to adore, 

As well 9 — 


——— F—e's Name. 
Audacious Wretch to attempt the glorious Theme. 


P—z indeed may ſuit thy wretched Strain: 


Tho any but your ſelf would praiſe in vain. 


For to the Task ſhould other Pens deſcend, 
You'd fwear they muſt by Irony commend. 
Let my Advice thy further Flight prevent, 

The Fair you omit will ſuffer lefs by D=—. 


- 
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An ANSWER 
To the SaTYRIsrT. 


UR E Satyr for the Sake of Satyr, 

Men love who want good Senſe and Nature, 
| As Fiſh-Wives Scolding; and prevail 

"That Way too oft, when others fail : 

| Yet needleſs tis, in Nature's Ghfs 
To pry, whoſe Braying ewe the Af 
For what beſide, would ebe declare 
Note tolerable, if lefs fair ? 

Or call her Innocence in Queſtion, 
For wiſer Girls to make their Jeſt on; 
Yet think Cencreaſe himſelf their Cenſure, 
Unleſs an Aſs? not one in Ten fure ! 


9 
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On Lnſo's Charms fo Fl revere, 
As to fay Nothing of them there, 
But that ſhe's witty and fincere. 


As tho” the Beauties of her Face, 


A willing Captive Liberty retrieve ! 


Could K. Jule give you Cauſe to ask ſuch Leave 2 


Are two dull Lines, I verily believe, 


- 
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Whoſe Meaning none, who read *em can conceive, 


Of Conſequence not worth an Anſwer, 


Nor can I gueſs, wherein to blame, 
The Poet was who ſung Fes Name, 
In Numbers faited to his Theme. 

Or why our Satyriſt ſhould be 
With Ps Character fo free, 
And fancy t Height of Condeſcenſion, 


With Pens like his, her Name to mention. 


*% 
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Or what ſometimes he would be at, 
Unlefs in his Advices patt, 


ich wilely he has plac'd at Bottom 


Or 1 had certainly forgot 'em: ) 
Viz. To avoid a further Flight. 
Aud there, I own, I think he's right. 
"Cauſe then he muſt of Courſe forfake me, 
Whoſe heavy Wings cannot o'ertake me. 

I therefore give him my Advice 
(Which ſure he'll follow, if he's wile) 
That, as he yet ha'n't flown at all, 
| He'll ne'er attempt it, leſt he fall: 
For if he ſhould fall, fure enough 

Full great will be the Fall thereof. 


On a GENTLEMAN. 


A” walk d in Waſtecoat of Brocade, 
Chke, 2 tawdry fancied Maid, 
Cried, Oh yonder Swain's 2 Charmer ! 
But half dead with Fear, 
When, as he came near, 
She found it was a Hog in Armour. 


EHOLD Ades gracefal Mien, 
= Her lender Shape, her beauteous Face, 
That winning Air, in Motion ſcen, 


That 
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That Beauty, tho' iluſirious and zreat, 
—— OC 


Behold her Eyes, as Diamonds bright, 
Her Neck and Arms and every Feature; 
Obſerve how all employ your Sight 
On ſo compleat, divine a Creature. 
Each Youth feels in his Breaſt an ardent Fire; 


III. 


Thus Nature, who to all gives Birth, 
With a peculiar Care and Art 
Hath made this Piece of well-form'd Earth, 
And diligently play'd her Part. 

But ab ! the Maſter of the Dancing School | 
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IV. 
Her ſlender Waſte in Make and Power 
Is kke the Shaft that Cid arms; 
n the fair Nymph does ev'ry Hour, 
„r Rooping leflen all her Charms. 
The kau now, Dancing-Maſter, maſt be thine, 
For ſpoiling that, which Nature made fo fine. 


V. 
But this proves happy for Mankind ; 
For had ſhe perfe& been in eyry Part, 
We ſhould too many Beauties find, 
And each fick Swain would loſe his Heart. 
And melt each ſtubborn Temper into Love. 


VL 


She would be dangerouſly fair, 
And tho' the Joy of every Eye, 
'To all ſhe'd be the Cauſe of Care, 


- die | 
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Who'd fee the charming Maid mult love, %is fare, 
Who'd love mult an untimely Fate endure. 
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On To NBRIDGE-W ELLS. 


8 Muſe, wich what new Arts on Keri Plains 
Love the bright Nymphs betrays to am'rous Swains. | 
Sing, Goddeſs, with what Arms unknown before, 
He makes the ſtubborn Virgin feel his Pw r. 


Long with great Baches in Alliance join'd, 
He us'd Admittance to our Breaſts to find : 
Our tingling Nerves conſeſi d the fiery God, 
He fwell'd our Spirits and inflan's ous Hood, 


Bue flil the abſtemious Maid his Yoak diſdain d, 
And Gpping Tea, the dangerous Juice refrain'd ; 
In vain all Arts the eager Lover tryd, # 

In vain his Vows, in vain he wept and ſigh d, 


_All Entrance flill to Love her lukewarm Breaſt dery'd. 
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The Learned . ſcarce his Art believes; 
But vain is Learning when a God deceives. 
So from the Trojan Hero's wounded Side, 
When every Art the Sage in vain had try'd, 
Vous unſeen the bearded Arrow drew, 
And in the Cure the Chicf the Goddels knew. — & * + 


Now then affur'd the wary Nymph to gain, 
The God infinuates into ev'ry Vein. 
Beware, fond Maid ! nor truſt the tempting Bowl, 
At length *rwill fire you, tho? at firſt it cool. 


In vain thy Precepts, Muſe, in vain 1 fing, 
Health and Complection draw them to the Spring. 
Freſh Graces as they drink, fre h Charms ariſe, 


Bloom in their Cheeks, and fparkle in their Eyes : 

| Each cold Receſs, once Stranger to Defve, 
Teems with new Warmeh, and glows with Genial Fire. 
Now lefs obdurate to the Lover's Pray'r, 

She lends the raptur'd Youth a kinder Ear, ; 
And wonders at her cautious Parents Fear. 


Almighty 


* 
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Almighty Love! how fare is thy Decree ! 

They ſtrive with Nature, who contend with thee. 
Inſpir d by thee, new Grace the Nymph receives, 
And ſcarce her Glaſs, or her own Eyes, believes. 
With various Charms thou doſt our Hearts aſſail, 
In this the Fair, in this the Bruzes, prevail. 

From the ſame Charms what various Paſſions flow | 
They fire the Soldier, while they melt the Beau. 


See where Bright e attracts th admiring Croud, 
They ſcarce contain, but ſpeak their Vows albud. 
Charming Branette on Heaps the Lovers die, 
Struck with the Light ning from her brilliant Eye. 
Smiles in the lovely Eyes of L——— ; 

In every Look the ſpotleſs Maid is feen, 
And Virgin Innocence bluſtes in her Mien. 
With what a Majelly the Nymph appears! | 
Whoſe Chains, tis aid, a Godiike M-- —ch wears. 


No wonder, that 2 K—g ſuch Charms fhould own, 


Beauty ſubdues alike the Cottage and the Th—ne. 


F Forbear 
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Forbear, fond Youth, to gaze on lovely H——;, 
A while forbear ; anon for Love mature, | 

She may thy Warmeh with equal Fire return, 

As yet ſhe may inflame, but cannot bern. 
Where N Roſe with pureit Lilly vis, 

That Breaſt ſo ſnowy, and thoſe radiant Eyes” 
Come they from ſultry Lufeaziaz Skies ? . 1 
R ee dent Charms delight, 
Leema Morning this, that like the ſtarry Night. 
For theſe are ſacred both to Nuptial Love. 

Theſe, and a Thouſand various Beauties more, 
Maintain Love's Empire, and affert his Pow'r. 


Shine bright, ye fair Ones, and propitious ſmile 
On him, who fings your Charms in Maiden Style. 
So may not ever the rude Satyr dare 

Your Virtue with ill-m2nner'd Hands to tear. 

His Verſe licentious, as his End is baſe, 
' The Virgin, mine may read, and Parents hear. 


— — 


_ 


W 


What Eyes can ſuch a Preſence brook | 

What Heart eſcape a Wound! 

Swift as the Lightning, with a Look 
She flaſhes Love around. 

12 
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IV. 
Each Youth intent upon her Charms, 
Ferm his dailing Fair; 
Hearts long elſewhere engag'd ſhe warms, 
And walks the publick Care. 


68 


V. 
So have I feen when Day comes on, 
The Laufire of each Star, 
Obſcu'd by Beams of riſing Sun, 
To fade and diſappear. 


VL 
The Lip of this, the Eye of that, 
By all at Sight are known, 
The Shape, the Mein, th I know not what, 


Callefied- into One. 

vn. 

Pardon, bright Nympbs, in rapt rous Fit, 
If her this Name I give, 
Of all your Beauty, Virtue, Wit, 
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In! Tunbridge-Wells, for every thing renown'd, 
Where radiant Beauties tread the rocky Ground; 
Where Air and Earth, and Water, all conſpire, 

To ftrengthen and repair our vital Fire; 

Where Comverſation does our Wits refine, 

And raiſes to a Pitch, fo near Divine; 
How i t, that this improving, wholſome Place, 
Which Life and Spirit adds to Humane Race, 
Shou d only prey upon the Poet's Brain, 

Here fink him lower than the common Strain 
Of us? Strange ! that alone the Muſe's Friends, 
Who t exalted Wit and Parts pretend, 

Shou'd grovel here, who elſewhere ſoar above, 
To ling of Heroes, and ſucceſsful Love ; 
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. Tis not for want of proper Themes to raiſe 

The Poet's Fancy, or to gain him Praiſe; 
Here Beauty, Wit, and Valour, in a Throng 

Appear, fit Subjects in a Poer's Song; 
And yet are Poets hence forc'd to retire, 

Unleſs they'd lay, and with their Wits expire; 
So Creatures venemous on Li Ground, 

As Fame reports are never to be found. 
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Upon the Poz Ts. 


—— ſcribble no more; : 

There never were any ſuch Doings before : | 

So much is but Vapours, unleſs it were better, 

The Farewel it felf, and the Lord's merry Letter, 

Together with that of the DoZor's compoling, | 

Only ſhew that their Authors, were every one doling ; 

And all the fine Ballads, Panegyricks and Satyrs, 

Let em come from the Lovers of Ladies, or Haters, 
Show 
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Show the Men half aſleep, when they ſet Pen to Paper, 


They begin with a Blaze, and end in a Vapour. 


Beſides, conſider, the Water never paſſes 

So well as it ſhou'd, with ſuch filly Aſſes; 

Have Patience a little, until you have done drinking, 
You'll make your ſelves giddy, when you fit down to 
thinking ; | 
About a Month hence, you'll experience their Vigour, 
And then all your Poems will be better and bigger : 
And how will they look when they're put altogether, 
Collected by Samfaſt, and bound up in Leather? 
You'll all be aſhamed to find that in Print, 

Which you have been Coining, in an unlicens'd Mint ; 
Or at leaſt others for you, and fay you're F—-ls, 

To ſpend your Time thus, and become the poor Tools, 
To promote others Laughter ; and all the Folks too, 
That are pleas d with your Vapours, will be langh d at 
Oh, how you've waſted the Papers and Pens, 

And tired the Writers poor Finger Ends; 

You've brought up a Cuſtom, that when it will top 
No Mortal can tell. Next Seaſon ſome Fop 


Wa l > = Tc... 


So IR os „„ 
D 
e 9 


* 


As if made on purpoſe, for the Nymphs and the Swains, 
To whom he inſcribes his elaborate 


Be wiſe then in Time, and don't give a 


Handle 
To ſuch a vile Heap of Nonſenſe and Scandal. 


Will come to the Flace, with a whole Budget full 
Of Ballads, Lampoons, and ſuch Fruits of his Skull, 
Without any Names, till be comes to the Place, 
And then give em out, with a grave folemn Face, 
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